CHAPTER 25 


"Welcome back, Mr Tylor. | hope you're willing to be more reasonable today." 


Justin took a seat across the table from the interrogator. The previous day's 
interrogation had been at night, so it was impossible to see save for whatever light 
had been provided by Justin's cigarette. Now, however, it was early in the day, and 
the sunlight had been seeping in through the outside window. The glare was going 
to be a pain in the ass, though Justin knew he was in no position to be complaining 
about it. 


"Now then, when we last left off yesterday, you had finished telling me about how 
you met up with Kurt, correct." 


"Yep." 
"Alright then, you may proceed from there." 


Silence filled the room for a brief moment, Justin looking the interrogator dead in 
the eye as he lit one of his cigarettes up. No words were exchanged between the 
two as Justin took a drag at his cigarette. He felt his heart slow down just a little bit 
as the smoke filled his lungs. He hated to admit it, but the more he smoked, the 
more he needed it to calm himself down. It was an addiction, but god be damned if 
he planned on quitting anytime soon. 


"No." 

The interrogator raised an eyebrow with surprise. 
"No?" 

"No." 

"Mr. Tylor, may | remind you of our agreeme-" 
"Our agreement is null and void." 


Justin slammed the table with the fist that had not been holding a cigarette, much 
to the interrogator's displeasure. He had hoped that a night in his cell would calm 
him down, but it seemed that all it did was piss him off more. 


"You said you'd tell me everything." 
"| said my cooperation was circumstantial. Well the circumstances have changed." 


"Mr. Tyl-" 


"Don't you fucking "Mr. Tylor" me. My name is Justin goddammit, and you'll address 
me as such." 


The investigator lowered his eyebrows, his teeth clenched together in anger. Under 
any other circumstances they would have just thrown the kid back in his cell, but he 
knew time could very well be of the top most essence. Justin was really the one 
pulling the strings here, and they both knew it. Besides, he had found himself more 
than a little intrigued with the story Justin had been telling him. 


"Fine," he spat out, "Justin... Need | remind you of the situation you and your friends 
are being put into? If you don't cooperate, you'll all be paying the price for your 
crimes." 


Justin starred at him from across the table, before standing up and pushing his 
finger into the middle aged man's face. 


"Let's make this fucking clear. You walked out of my life five fucking years ago. You 
don't get to tell me how to live my life anymore! Not who | associate with, not what | 
do, not fucking ANYTHING!" 


The interrogator starred at him for a moment, anger sweeping across his face. His 
heart was beating rather quickly, though you wouldn't be able to tell just from 
looking at him. 


"Fine, you're an adult now, you can handle yourself. Now take a seat." 


Justin practically jumped on the seat, anger still weaving its way through every fiber 
of his body. 


"And don't you dare call my friends criminals again or so help me-" 


"We can sit here bickering like children all day, or we can get something 
accomplished. You want me to treat you like an adult? Act like one." 


Justin half wanted to spit in the interrogator's face, but he knew damn well that 
would end their session immediately and permanently. He wasn't here just to piss of 
cops anyway. He was here to stall for time, and as much as he didn't want to, that 
meant continuing his story. 


"Don't push your luck, detective. You don't want to be on my bad side." 


"I think | got on your bad side a long time ago." 


May 5, 2011 


"Holy mother of shit..." 


Justin's jaw had practically hit the floor as he opened to door to greet Chie. He had 
just been expecting her, as per-usual, but instead found a mountain of fur standing 
next to her. When she had said she kept Yukiko's dog for her, he didn't think she 
meant a fucking grizzly bear. The thing was as big as her, if not bigger. 


"Well | said I'd walk him over to your house sometime, didn't I?" 


Chie smiled that goofy smile she usually did, her hand rubbing at the back of her 
neck. Justin was still completely speechless. How the hell was she able to walk this 
thing without it dragging her the entire way? The dog jumped up to lick Justin's face, 
interrupting his thought process. He nearly knocked Justin off his feet, but luckily, it 
seemed the dog didn't need to jump that high to reach him. 


"Jesus, Chie, this thing's bigger than you." 


The dog soon jumped off of Justin before making its way into his house. Justin never 
said the dog could come in, nor would he have, but it seemed Chie decided it was 
okay for the two of them to get comfortable. The dog made its way over to the 
couch, practically taking up the entire thing as he sprawled his body across his 
surface. Justin just planted his face into his palm. This was not going to do wonders 
for his allergies. Chie seemed only slightly displeased with the dog jumping up on 
the couch like that, though she eventually made her way over to sit in the small slot 
on the couch next to him. 


"Sorry about him. He does this all the time." 


"Wait a second. All the time? There's someone else isn't there! Who is he!? I'll kill 
him!" 


Chie chuckled at the joke, though Justin only found his cheeks getting hotter as the 
words left his mouth. He meant it as a joke, but it just seemed to bring attention 
back to the two of them being a couple. Or at least a trial couple. He wanted to 
think that he really liked Chie, but he just seemed to be mortified every time he saw 
the two in that light. Justin decided to shake the thought off for the moment, making 
his way up to the dog to give him a pat on the head. 


"So what's his name?" 
"Kenji." 


The dog licked at Justin's fingers as they rubbed the bottom of his mouth. Justin 
liked dogs a lot, but god his allergies made it near impossible for him to have one 
himself. Hell even this would have him sneezing for the rest of the day, just give it 
an hour or so. 


"What in god's name have you been feeding this guy?" 


"Well... you know... table scraps..." 


"You know you wouldn't have to do that if you didn't eat so much steak after 
school." 


"Hey, shut up!" 


Chie threw a pillow at Justin. It was funny at first, until Kenji assumed that was an 
invitation to play fetch. Needless to say, the pillow was not going to see the light of 
day for a long, long time. Justin just shook his head as the dog dropped the pillow in 
front of Chie, covered in spit. The dog looked almost proud, as though he had 
accomplished something worthy of praise. Justin almost felt bad that the dog had 
completely destroyed part of his couch. Puppy dog eyes are apparently especially 
effective when the user is actually a dog. Chie wasn't really sure whether to praise 
the dog or to punish it, though Justin just gave her a shrug as though to imply he 
didn't care. 


"G-Good dog...?" 


Kenji barked back with glee as he jumped back up on the spot next to Chie, this 
time choosing to sit up straight as opposed to lying down across the couch. Justin 
took that as his opportunity to take a seat, grabbing some remotes from the table 
behind him on the way; a TV remote and two controllers to be precise. He flipped on 
the television as he handed off one of the controllers to Chie. He half wanted to give 
the other controller to the dog, just to see what would happen, but decided he 
would prefer to keep his controller intact. 


"| thought you said you only had one controller." 


"| went and bought another one. It was only like 500 yen, so | said, why the fuck 
not." 


Chie shrugged it off. She figured he had bought the controller on her behalf, but it 
wasn't like 500 yen was a lot of money, so there was no use getting worked up over 
it. Besides, it wasn't like he couldn't use the controller for when other people were 
over. 


"So... what are we playing?" 
Justin looked over at her and gave her a smirk. 
"I think it's time | introduced you to Mortal Kombat." 


Chie feel in love with the game the moment she saw the characters. They looked 
like something straight out of her kung-fu movies. Hell the entire game was like one 
big interactive kung-fu movie for her. Every single movement the characters did 
seemed beautifully choreographed to her, as though she were literally playing a 
movie right now. And don't even get me started on what happened when Justin 


pulled off a fatality as Liu Kang; the one where he punched through someone's 
chest and pulled out their heart, to be more specific. Justin was somewhat surprised 
she hadn't played the game sooner; it was literally the perfect game for her. 


"Did you see that!?" 
"What, the part with me pulling his heart out, or the part where | won?" 
"How did you even do that!?" 


"Well, when you win the second match and it says finish him, you can put ina 
certain combination of buttons, and your character does something like that?" 


Chie's eyes widened with surprise at his choice of words. 'Something like that'? 
There was more?! Chie almost wanted to jump out of her seat with joy. Really, Justin 
probably should have feared for his life with how excited she got over heads and 
limbs being torn off of people's torsos. 


It took more than a few tries before Chie finally pulled off a fatality of her own. 
Scorpion's to be more precise, the one where he chops someone in half, decapitates 
them, and then slices their head in half down the middle. Justin hated to admit it, 
but he always got a little squeamish on that one. Decapitation was one thing, but 
chopping the skull in half afterwards? He really didn't want to see the inside of 
anyone's head. Chie however, was practically jumping up and down in her seat, as 
though she had just broken some sort of world record. 


The two went at it for a good hour or so before Justin eventually rage quit. Chie had 
only played the game for a short while, and she pretty much knew the entire game 
inside and out. Justin had barely been able to land a punch after a good half-hour or 
so. He was about to throw the controller at the wall, as per tradition, but stopped 
himself midtoss when he noticed Kenji jump up slightly, ready to chase after his 
controller. Like he// you are! Chie couldn't help but giggle at Justin's attempted 
display of rage. 


"Man, you are SUCH a Sore loser." 
"Oh, I'm sorry, what was that thing you did with Dark Souls?" 


Chie opened her mouth to say something, though it seemed the thought hadn't 
entirely processed. She closed her mouth after a second, her eyes darting from 
object to object around the room, as though trying to think. 


"Alright, fine. You win this round." 
"You're up by one." 


"Yeah, and it's going to stay that way." 


Chie gave him a light shove much to his amusement. Not so much Kenji's, though, 
who had assumed the shove was a sign of violence. He growled a little bit before 
Chie reached over Justin and patted Kenji on the top of his head, calming him down. 


“Down boy! It's alright!" 


The dog whimpered slightly as it lowered its head onto Justin's lap. Quite the mood 
swing, if you asked him. Justin starred up at the ceiling for a brief moment, his hand 
running over Kenji's fur before Chie tried to start up a conversation. 


"So what do you think about Yu and Yukiko?" 
Justin forcibly blinked twice, then turned his attention towards Chie. 
"You know about that?" 


Chie's eyes widened slightly as the words left Justin's mouth. It didn't really strike 
him at first that Chie had meant if they'd make a good couple, not how it was going 
between the two. She clearly had no idea Yu had a thing for Yukiko, which 

means... Oh man, Yu is going to kill me. 


"Wait... You mean..." 
"Shit! | thought you knew...! You cannot tell a soul about this." 


Justin was practically leaning over Chie at that point, his finger shoved up in her 
face. She nodded timidly in response, her eyes still wide open. 


"Alright, Yu sorta has a thing for her. | don't know about the other way around, you 
probably would know more about that than me." 


"Well she does talk about him a lot..." 
"She does?" 


Justin seemed more than a little surprised. He never really took Yukiko as the type 
to talk about boys, which really only meant one thing. He suddenly smirked as the 
implications started to mesh together, the pieces of the puzzle falling into place. He 
leaned back against the coach, a sly grin across his face. He knew exactly where 
this was heading. It seemed Chie took a bit longer to get the implications than 
Justin, but once she caught on, she started going on a laughing fit. 


"Oh god, they'd make such a good couple." 
"| Know right? Which one do you thinks’ going to break the ice?" 


"Oh, man, | don't even know..." 


Chie seemed like she had gone deep into thought on the topic, as though this were 
a serious issue. You couldn't tell from looking at him, but Justin was panicking in his 
mind. He had spilled Yu's secret, and if Chie said anything to anyone, he'd end up 
telling Yosuke about him and Chie. He couldn't let that happen. Ever. 


"So, Justin. How do you even know that...?" 


"Oh. Well, after you and Yukiko left the other day we had a chat. The conversation 
just sorta steered that way." 


Justin bended the truth slightly. He didn't want Chie to know that he needed 
relationship advice from Yu, especially when it seemed Yu had his own fair bit of 
relationship trouble. Really, it would just make her feel like shit if she found out he 
needed to ask how to handle their love life after only a few days. Chie seemed like 
she noticed Justin lying through his teeth, though that was immediately interrupted 
by the ringing of Justin's cellphone. 


"Why do you have the Geico ringtone?" 
"Because it's catchy as all hell?" 


It was true. He had half considered just letting it ring; let the words just seep into 
her brain for a moment. After a couple run throughs he was sure it would be caught 
in her head. None the less, he looked at the caller id. He hadn't recognized it, but 
whoever it was must have known Justin, otherwise they wouldn't know his number, 
right? He flipped the phone open and pressed it against his ear. 


"Hello...?" 
"Hey, Justin!" 
"Kurt...? How the hell did you get my number?" 


Chie bent forward in surprise, looking towards the phone once she heard Kurt's 
name slip out of his mouth. She didn't like Kurt from what she had met of him, so to 
find out that Kurt was calling Justin, when Justin barely even remembered the guy? 
She was more than a little on-edge. 


"Huh? You gave it to me a couple years back, rem- Oh. Right. Sorry, slipped my 
mind." 


Justin was having a hard time telling if that was supposed to be a jab at him or if 
Kurt had legitimately forgotten about his memory problems. He turned around to 
look at Chie, hoping maybe she had some idea of why Kurt was calling him, though 
to not much avail. She was just as clueless as him. 


"Okay, uh... What's up...?" 


"I'm almost at your house right now. I've got something you might want to see." 


"Alright, and HOW do you know where | live? No way in hell you found that out in 
California." 


Chie jumped up from her seat. Kurt was at Justin's house? She was ready to kick his 
crazy criminal ass. 


"Well you remember those guys you told me about?" 
"Your goons?" 


“Well not anymore, they're off the payroll. Still, | managed to get some information 
off of them before | gave them the boot." 


"Oh that's right, Takeshi told them our addresses." 
"Who's Takeshi?" 
"A dead man." 


"Ouch, sounds like he really pissed you off. Anyway, I'm outside, so you might want 
to open the door." 


"Alright, got it, be right there." 


And with that the two hung up their phones, Justin standing up to make his way to 
the door. Justin noticed Chie's face scrunched up in anger, ready to throwdown. 


"Easy there. He says he has something to show me." 
"Like a gun maybe!" 


"I trust him, Chie. | barely know the guy, but he hasn't given me any reason to 
doubt him." 


“Well what about those thugs! The ones who threatened Yukiko...!?" 


"He kicked them out, apparently. Off the payroll. Fired. Whatever they did, he 
clearly doesn't want to be associated with it." 


Chie bit her bottom lip. She still didn't trust this guy one bit, but she did trust Justin. 
She sighed slightly as she sat back down on the couch. 


"Alright, but if anything happens, I'm kicking his ass." 


"I'd expect no less." 


Justin gave her a smirk before making his way to the door. He opened it up to be 
greeted by another one of Kurt's awkward hugs. Must have been something the two 
of them did back in California, though Justin was finding it hard to get used to. 


"Looking sharp, man. Listen, | did some digging around yesterday after you came to 
see me. 


"You found something." 
"You bet | did." 


Kurt stepped into the building, making his way to the kitchen counter. He threw his 
stuff onto the counter before looking up and seeing Chie and her dog sitting on the 
couch. He smiled at the two and gave a quick tip of his fedora. 


"Oh hey! Chie, was it?" 


Chie reluctantly nodded her head, though it seemed Kurt didn't take much offense 
in it. He must have gotten that kind of reaction often. His eyes shifted over to the 
mass of white fur sitting next to her, before he turned back towards Justin, who was 
making his way over to the counter after locking the front door. 


"| thought you were allergic to dogs?" 
"lam. That's Chie's dog; Kenji." 
"You're allergic to dogs?" 


Chie seemed almost bad for bringing Kenji along. Actually, looking at Justin know, 
his nose did keep flinching as he tried to keep mucus from running down his face, 
and his eyes looked completely red. She would have just taken a picture and shown 
him if she had known that he got this bad around dogs. 


"Hmm? Yeah. It's not a big deal." 
"Doesn't look that way." 


Kurt chuckled slightly at the comment before turning his attention back towards the 
papers he had thrown down on the counter. 


"Alright, so after your visit the other day, | started digging through some old files 
yesterday. Sales, tabs, that kind of stuff." 


Kurt pulled out a file and handed it off to Justin. Looking at the paper, Justin couldn't 
exactly tell what he was looking at. Seemed like Maya's tab information, but he 
wasn't sure how this was exactly going to help him find anything. 


"Alright, so what am | looking at here." 


Kurt made his way closer to Justin, pressing his finger against the paper, dragging it 
from place to place as he talked. 


"Alright, so as you can see here, there's a pattern to when and what she buys, 
correct? She always bought a single pack of smokes every two weeks." 


"Alright, so...?" 


Justin wasn't entirely sure what her smoking habits had to do with anything. Really, 
he wasn't even sure what Kurt could possibly tell him that he didn't already know. 
Kurt looked him dead in the eyes, a smile reaching across his face. 


"So, take a look here. She bought a pack of cigarettes everyday for this entire 
week." 


Justin squinted at the paper. She had, in fact, purchased a pack every day of the 
week from the 6th to the 12th of December, 2009. Justin rubbed at his chin a bit. He 
had a very vague understanding that Maya came from a poor family. Where would 
she even come up with the money to purchase that many smokes? Wherever she 
got the money, however, she had to have been stressed over something to be going 
through an entire pack a day. Assuming, of course, that she was smoking them 
herself, and not say, selling them for a profit. The latter option seemed less likely, 
however, considering the small time frame her increase in purchases had been 
contained within. Actually, taking a look, Justin noticed she only bought cigarettes 
from Kurt one more time after that week. That must have been around the time 
Kurt stopped seeing her. 


"Alright. So we've got a date, but we still have no idea what happened." 
"Already ahead of you, | gave some contacts of mine a call." 


Justin raised an eyebrow. Contacts? Kurt didn't seem the type to get involved with 
other criminals. 


"You remember Maya's brother Clift, right?" 


Justin paused. Wasn't Clift the one who had stolen Justin's backpack the first day of 
school? That was her brother...? And wait a second, didn't they egg his house after 
that...? Wouldn't that mean Maya egged her own house? Unless Clift had been older 
and lived on his own... Maybe they didn't egg his house. Maybe they did something 
like what Justin and Chie had done, egging his bike or something instead. 


"Vaguely." 


"Well, | managed to get in touch with him through a friend of mine. He deals in 
alcohol, before you ask. Anyway, it turns out that Maya hasn't been home since the 
12th. She ran away from home at some point, though it seems she hasn't been back 
since." 


"So then where the hell is she now?" 
"He doesn't know. They stop searching a year or two back." 
"That's awful!" Chie shouted from across the room. 


"| Suppose you can only search for so long before you give up hope." Kurt stopped 
smiling. Somehow Maya's disappearance must have gotten to him quite a bit too. 


Justin felt a twinge of pain in his gut. He really didn't like the sound of that, 
especially with the whole television remark Kurt made the previous day. Could she 
have gone in there... maybe stayed as a means of getting away from her parents? 
Justin looked up to see Chie making her way over to the counter, most likely to get 
a look at the document herself. Kurt was more than happy to oblige, of course, 
taking the file out of Justin's hands, and handing it off to Chie. 


"But it says here she bought a pack from you after the fact." 

"Yeah, why?" 

"Well, you must have known she was missing." 

Kurt pulled down slightly on the tip of his fedora she let out a heavy sigh. 


"| tried to convince her to go back home, but she just got mad. Said something 
about me betraying her trust and what not." 


Chie looked him in the eyes, a slight amount of sympathy shining from her face. 
Kurt wasn't as bad of a guy as she had originally thought, and it seemed that 
whatever was going on with Maya had been affecting him just as much as it had 
Justin. She felt bad for doubting him earlier, but she would never admit it. Kurt was 
still a criminal in her eyes, even if he had been the nicest criminal she had ever 
met. 


"Well | doubt you'd need to call Clift up just for that. You did already know about it 
after all." 


Kurt's frown curved slightly up, though it certainly wasn't a smile. It looked almost 
like he was trying to force himself to smile, but just couldn't get his mouth to go up 
all the way. 


"| was just getting to that. Well it turns out, that around the time of Maya's 
disappearance, Clift had been robbed blind at some point. More specifically, some 
savings he had hidden around the house, and a 9mm pistol." 


Justin's eyes widened the moment the word pistol popped out of Kurt's mouth. 


"Wait, you don't think..." 


"Sounds to me like Maya took the cash and ran." 
“But what was the gun for" Chie chimed in innocently. 


Justin knew damn well what the gun was for, but there was no way he was letting 
either of them know he knew about the gun. One thing's for certain though, Justin 
knew what the gun was for, and now he had a date for whenever this mugging may 
have taken place. What bothered him, though, wasn't so much the fact that Maya 
had stolen the gun, it was that she had skipped town afterwards. Whatever it was 
the two of them did, it was enough that she had ran away from home. It wasn't 
looking good. He pressed his hand against his forehead, before letting out a sigh. 


"Alright, thanks Kurt... This helps a lot." 
"It does?" 
"Definitely." 


Chie seemed like she still hadn't been able to put any of the pieces of the puzzle 
together, though that was mostly because Justin had left her out of the loop ona 
couple of things. Kurt grinned at Justin before sticking his hand out to give hima 
handshake. 


"No problem. Remember you need anything at all, I'm your man." 
“Thanks Kurt. You know, you're way too nice for this line of business." 
"Well would you rather some psychopath be on the streets selling them?" 
"Probably not." 

"Well that's what I'm here for." 


Kurt fixed his fedora before making his way back over the counter, sticking his hand 
out to Chie on his way out. 


"A pleasure meeting you again. Remember, a friend of Justin's is a friend of mine." 


Chie nodded her head, a small smile on her face. Kurt was a nice person, even if he 
was involved in some questionable activities. She appreciated the gesture. 


"Thanks for all the help Kurt." 
"Hey, don't thank me yet. You still have to find this girl, right?" 


"We're not looking for her; we just need to find out what happened that | can't 
remember anything." 


"Well, who knows? Maybe you'll run into each other again someday." 


Justin smirked. 


"Maybe. Keep in touch Kurt. | might not remember much, but you're alright in my 
book." 


Kurt smiled, as though a weight had been taken off his shoulders. Justin wasn't quite 
sure why his approval seemed to brighten Kurt's day up like this, but he approved 
of it all the same. 

"Knowing you? That's saying a lot." 


"I'll try to take that as a compliment." 


